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The New York Post-Office Thugs, | 
ROUGH WORK FoR NICK GARTER, 


By the author of “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
THE SPIDER AND THE FLY. 


“Where aml? Is this Beekman street or the Bowery ? 
And am I looking east or west ?”’ 

It was one o’clock in the morning, and the speaker, a} 
middle-aged, well-dressed gentleman with iron-gray hair 
and mustache, stroked his chin in maudlin uncertainty, 
and glanced irresolutely about him. 

He was on Beekman street, one block west of Pearl. 

In the shadow of a door-way across the street lurked 
one of the night-hawks of New York city, though he was 
not a typical one, for he was stylishly dressed, and his 
features were clear-cut and indicated intelligence. 

He was young, not over twenty-one, apparently, with 
the strength of a young gladiator and the suppleness of a} 


panther. | 

So young, and so well favored physically and mentally, | 
and yet a night-hawk. 

Yes, and the most dangerous of criminals, for when 
viciousness is allied with intelligence the combination is 
a strong one. 

His hair was black and short, and a dark mustache 
partially shaded a coaise, cruel mouth, about which were 
the unmistakable signs of dissipation. 

His quick ears had caught the words uttered by the 
middle-aged gentleman. 

“ And here am I,” he said to himself, fiercely, “ without 
a cent tomy name, and with never a drink for three 
hours. If my virtuous scruples forbid my going beyond 
the bounds prescribed by morality and the law as inter- 
preted by Superintendent Byrnes, I might at least relieve 
my immediate craving by going over to the bloke with 
the gentle jag and getting drunk on his breath.” 

The idea made him laugh outright. 

The man who had lost his way gave an exclamation at 
the sound which denoted the presence of a human being 
who might be able to assist him. 

He was about to step across the street and accost the 
impoverished bird of prey, when the latter forestalled 
this action byyquickly coming over to where he stood. 

‘Have you got a match?” was the night-hawk’s polite 
query, as he produced the stump of a cigar. 

“Yes,” said the other, and a match-safe was quickly 
handed over. 

As the match was lighted each man obtained a good 
view of the face of the other. 

The night-hawk’s expression at that moment was bland 
and benevolent. { 

As he returned the match-safe the owner asked, in an 
unsseady voice : 


“ 7Bout where’s the Astor House?” 
“The Astor?” repeated the stranger, in assumed sur- 


prise. 
“Ves, the Astor. 


It’s somewhere about here, isn’t it?” ! 


| and—— 


“Tt’s more than Half a mile away,” was the positive 
reply. 

“Then the blasted beer I drank down below must have 
muddled my head so that Ihave gone clear out of my 
way.” 

“ Are you staying at the Astor?” courteously inquired 
the cool-headed bird of prey. 

66 Yes. rh) 

“Stranger in New York, I presume ?” 

“Yes, Iam from the Pacific slope.” 

Whisky induced this admission, for the man ah the 
iron-gray hair was naturally cautious and reserved in 
speech and demeanor. 

66 Ah 13? 

At this ejaculation, which had a volume of meaning in 
it, the Astor’s guest looked hard at his companion. 

The semi-darkness permitted him to see only a prepos- 
sessing countenance and a pair of keen blue eyes. 

The bird of prey followed his ejaculation by these 
words, spoken in a sympathetic voice: 

‘‘I can feel for you, for I know what it is to be a 
stranger in a strange city. True, ] am hardly a stranger 
now, but one month ag@I came here from Dakota.” 

A sudden suspicion made the Pacific Coaster straighten 
himself and remark, stiffly : 

“IT suppose you are going to say that you are broke 
” 

“Not at all, my dear sir,” the other suavely inter- 
rupted. ‘“I have found a situation and a good one. Iam 
special patrolman for this quarter of the city.” 

“Then you can pilot me to the Astor?” eagerly. 

“Certainly.” 

“Then let’s be going.” 

‘What do you say to a drink before we start?” 

“T think I’ve got about all I can carry,” responded the 
gray-haired man, with a hiccough, “but if you insist——” 

“The walk is a long one, and the night is rather chilly,” 
the bird of prey broke in. 

“T hadn’t noticed it.” 

“] had, and so——” he paused, and looked up and down 


the street in a hesitating manner. 


He did not speak, but his thoughts at this juncture 
were these: 

“Tf I go up toward the post-office some of the gang will 
show up, and there’ll have to bea division of the pick- 
ings. I think I have struck a bonanza, and therefore the 
proper thing to do, from the standpoint of self interest, is 
to play a lone.hand.” 

“Well, where shall we go to get that drink?” asked the 
Pacific Coaster, impatiently. 

“Down this way.” 

They went down Beekman, crossed Pearl, and after a 
few minutes’ walk found themselves in front of a low 
resort on Water street. 

Entering by a side door they walked up to the bar, pre- 
sided over by a blear-eyed Italian with unkempt hair and 
shaggy beard. 

He heard the bird of prey’s order for whisky with an 
evil smile. and when the bottle and glasses had been 
placed before the two customers he touched the Pacific 


| Coaster on the arm, and pointed with a long, dirty fore- 


finger to a sign over the cracked mirror behina the bar 
which bore this legend : 


“To Trust is to Bust, 
Show your Sugar.” 
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As the bird of prey’s companion glanced up at the sign 
a pinch of some dark-colored powder was deftly dropped 
into the glass. 

The liquor from the bottle was then poured out quickly, 
and the Pacific Coaster lowered his eves to the counter 
just in time to see his companion filling his own glass. 

“ Here’s looking at you,” said the bird of prey, pleas- 
antly. 

They touched glasses and drank. 

“Who pays for this?” interrogated the Italian, with 
almost brutal unceremoniousness. 


_ The night-hawk thrust his hand into his pocket, but be- | 


fore he could withdraw it the man who desired to find the 
Astor House with a “No, no, it’s my treat,” had opened a 
well-filled purse, and was selecting a gold piece. 


The barkeeper’s blear eyes glittered strangely as he! 


gazed at the wealth which the half-drunken stranger so 
unsuspiciously displayed. 
He looked at the bird of prey with a sinister meaning. 
The latter slightly nodded his head as much as to say 
“That's all right, partner. When I make the haul I’ll 
come back and fork over your percentage.” 


When the score was paid the spider and the fly bade 
the barkeeper good-night, and started for the door. 

“That whisky was a little stronger than I have been ac- 
customed to lately,” said the Pacific Coaster when the 
sidewalk was reached. ‘My head is buzzing around ata 
terrible rate.” 

.“So is mine, and I believe,” catching the gray-haired 
man by the arm, “that the dago has steamboated us.” 

““Steamboated us ?” 

There was a note of fear in the utterance. 

74 Yes.” 

‘What for ?” 

“So as to rob us of our money.” 

“T]] cut his heart out if he tackles me,” returned the 
other, fiercely. 

He staggered blindly forward as he spoke, and would 
have fallen to the sidewalk had not the bird of prey 
eaught him by the arm. 

“The stuff is working quicker than I wanted it to,” the 
villain muttered, “and ee I must get him into the 


‘Sink’ as quick as I can.’ 
“Say, brace up, old fellow,” he said, encouragingly, 


“and we’ll soon get to a place where we can defy a whole 
army of cut-throats.” 

“Where—where’s that?” queried the Pacific Coaster, 
faintly. 

“Tn my room around the corner a little piece.” 

“But I want—wanter—-wanter go—the Astor,’ 
incoherently protested the bird of prey’s victim. 

“Tll get you there after a while. But now—now,” im- 
itating the other’s manner of speaking, “I’m so fuddled— 
and blind—that—that I couldn’t find it.” 


The Pacific Coaster tried to straighten up, but made a} 


miserable failure of it. 

As he was assisted around the corner, and they were 
pointing toward Front street, a dark figure stole out of 
the saloon they had just quitted, and noiselessly followed 
them. 

It was the Italian barkeeper. 

The night was now so dark, owing to a black fog that 
had blown up suddenly from the Sound, that a patrolman 
half a block away saw nothing of the three men. 

Into the slums of the East River front went the man 


‘almost! 


| Inspector Steers. 


from the Pacific coast and the bird of prey that was tur: 
ing him to his destruction. 
Soon a muffled cry from the direction of the docks made 


‘another of New York’s night guardians of the peace prick 


up his ears and grasp his club nervously. 

The cry was wordless, and vet it was instinct with mor- 
tal terror. 

Once more the voice was lifted faintly and hoarsely 
upon the night air. 

Mar 

So the dread sentence began, but it was cut short by 
the quick plunge of some heavy body into the water. 

The patrolman blew his whistle and hurried in the di- 
rection of the sound. 

He was soon joined by another guardian of the night. 

A boat was hastily procured, and a search made of the 
river in the vicinity of the spot where the plunge had 
been made. 

But nothing was discovered. 

Nine days afterward the dead body of a man was 
found floating in the river near the Long Island shore, 
below Blackwell’s Island, and in spite of its decomposed 
condition, it was identified as that of one Antonio Deslarte, 
an Italian barkeeper, who had been employed at a low 
joint on Water street. 


CHAPTER II. 
NICK AND CHICK ON DECK. 


“Two cases within an hour, and both sent in by Chief 
I say, Nick, but isn’t he crowding the 
mourners a little?” 

“Meaning, Chick, that our friend the inspector has cut 
off a bigger slice of professional cake than we are capable 
of masticating.” 

“Yes, or words to that effect. One case at a time, say 
I. Then you don’t get mixed up, and the affair gets full 
justice.” 

The great detective looked at his able and faithful as- 
sistant, and nodded his head. 

“Generally speaking, Chick, you are right, but-——” 

“There are exceptions to every rule, eh?” 

6 Yes. ob) 

‘ “The fact is,” Nick Conaied: “T know something that 

the inspector does uot, for while you have been away 
from New York lately I have run across a very talented 
gentleman, who moves in the upper circles, and who 
spends money like water. 

“This man of talent and physical comeliness entered 
New York society a month ago. He claims to be the son 
of Jacob Holman, the rich Cuban planter, who went to 
the island twenty-four years ago, and has lived there ever 
since. 

“T met him one afternoon at Brighton Beach between 
races, and in spite of his fashionable get-up and the 
changes that plenty of good food and an easy life have 
made in his features and bearing, I recognized him in an 
instant as an old acquaintance.” 


Nick paused to light a cigar and also to whet his com- 
panion’s curiosity. 

“An old acquaintance, Nick? Who is he?” 

“In society he is Ramon Holman, the Cuban million- 
aire.” 

“Yes, but——” 

“But to me he is plain Joe Arris, the forger and confi- 
dence fakir, who kicked up such a hullabaloo in Hartford 


yi 
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several years ago, and got a couple of years in prison for 
being found out.” 

“IT remember now. And it was you who found him out.” 

be Yes. 99 

“Did he spot you at the races?” 

“Oh, no. I was made up as a dude sport, and he never 
once imagined when we were introduced, and had a long, 
interesting chat, that I was a detective, and that my name 
was Nick Carter.” 

‘Well, how does he fit into these two cases that have 
just come to us?” 

“We will consider the cases first, and then see what 
disposition as an important factor we can make of Slip- 
pery Joe. 

“First there’s the post-office case. 

“For amonth past, as you know, anew and cunning 
class of crooks known as Post-Office Thugs have infested 
the Federal building, a structure that has been popularly 


supposed to be second to no Government institution in 
safety and order. 

“ At times it has been made the actual workshop for the 
nefarious business of as desperate and daring a band of 
criminals as ever operated in New York.” 

“T know ’em,” remarked Chick, “and I know that they 


were pretty nearly cleaned out at Captain Connor’s raid 
a year ago.” ; 

“So they were, and the officers did so well that every 
crook found loitering in the precinct was rounded up, 
dives where men were robbed were closed, and sham 
fights to draw a crowd were made a moth-eaten chestnut. 

“It was while we were out West, Chick, doing a little 
business for Superintendent Damsel, of Adams Express, 
that this new gang of thieves was organized. 

“The bright genius of the gang was aman ot talent as 
well as a man of wonderful physical strength and reck- 
less daring. You and I know him, Chick, as Slippery Joe 
Arris.” 

‘‘Ah, now you are coming to the point that most inter- 
ests me.” 

“He realized that the corridors of the post-office, 
guarded only by aged watchmen, who made peaceable, 
infrequent rounds, offered wonderful facilities for 
warmth, observation, and selection of prey. 

“These facts in relation to Slippery Joe and his new 
deal have come to my knowledge during the past week, 
while you have been away, Chick.” 

“They are facts which will stand us in good stead.” 

“T think so.” , 

“But as regards the case of Dr. Lyman——’ 


b] 
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“To-day we have been asked by Inspector Steers not 
only to run down the Post-Office’ Thugs, but also to un- 
ravel the mystery of Dr. Lyman’s disappearance.” ‘ 

“You haven’t yet connected Slippery Joe, tae leader of 
the Thugs, with Dr. Lyman’s case,” murmured Chick. 

“Oh, I neglected to mention,” the great detective 
quickly resumed, “that ‘Blister’ Duffy, an Oak street 
thug, who was arrested day before yesterday by one of 
Captain Connor’s men, told mea very interesting story 
when I called upon him yesterday, an hour or so before 
you got to town, Chick.” . 

“What did he say ?” 

“Just this: He parted with Slippery Joe at the corner 


of Spruce and William streets at twelve on the night in - 


question.” 

“What of that?” 

“Joe said he intended to go over on Beekman street, 
and see what he could pick up, and ‘promised to meet 
‘Blister‘ at a certain dive on Water street at one 
o’clock.” : 

“Well, what then?” 

‘* ‘Blister’ went to the dive at the time appointed just as 
Slippery Joe was entering the place by the back way in 
company with a gray-haired stranger, who appeared to 
be considerably under the influence of liquor.” 

“T am beginning to catch on, Nick.” 

“Of course you are. But ‘Blister’ didn’t. He knew Joe 
had a number of high-toned acquaintances, and he took 
the stranger for one of them. 

“ His first impulse was to follow his fellow bird of prey 
into the saloon, but he obeyed his second, which urged 


him to refmain outside and shadow the pair when they — 


came out. 
“Tam sorry to say, Chick, that he was not permitted to 


carry this design into execution. While waiting for Joe . 


to reappear he caught sight of a patrolman coming in his ey 


direction, and at once incontinently skipped out, nor 


looked behind him until he reached the sheltering purlieus 
of the post-office.” 

“Too bad.” 

“Yes, it was, when we come to consider what happened 
afterward. There were two disappearanes that night. 
Antonio Deslarte, the barkeeper of the groggery which 
Slippery Joe and his companion entered, was never seen 
alive after he left bis place at the close of business, but 
nine days afterward his dead body was found in the river. 

“The other disappearance was that of Dr. Lyman, the 
Californian. 

“That’s all, Chick,” the great detective concluded, “in 
the way of facts. Now to theorize. 

“It is my opinion that the gray-haired stranger who 
entered Deslarte’s joint on that fatal night was the Cali- 
fornia physician. He fitted the description of Dr. Lyman, 


“You can’t see where Slippery Joe and the Post-Office|and the latter, you will remember, was seen by a patrol- 


Thugs comein, eh? Just wait a bit while I explain.” 
The great detective threw his cigar away, and pro- 
ceeded : 
“Within the past month more than a dozen robberies 


man but a short time before.” 
“How do you account for the Italian’s death 2” 
‘“‘T’ll hear your theory before I give mine.” 
“Here it is then: Deslarte knew the doctor was a fat 


have occurred in the vicinity of the post-office. The| pigeon.” 


specialty of the Thugs has been belated strangers under 
the influence of liquor. 

‘A gcuest goes to see the elephant, finds the animal, and 
it is after midnight before the inspection is completed. 


“Undoubtedly.” 

“He wanted to assist in the plucking.” 

“*Very likely.” 

“In the saloon he hadn’t an opportunity to confer pri- 


“When he starts to return to his hotel—the Astor, let|vately with Slippery Joe without exciting the doctor’s 
us say—he finds that the vile stuff which he has poured | suspicions.” 


down his throat has confused his brain in respect of his 
surroundings; and so while he is endeavoring to. ascer- 


“Chick, you’re coming on.” 
“Thank you. And when the pair went out—Joe and 


tain where he is a Thug comes out of the shadows of the)} the pigeon—the Italian determined to follow and be in at 


post-office building, pilots him to some spot convenient | the death, so to speak.” 


for the purpose, and there knocks him down and robs 


him. 
“One month ago,” continued Nick, “Dr. Lyman, of 


“He was in at the death, but ina manner he had not 
looked for.” 
“Joe took his victim to the docks, intending to knock 


California, came to New York, and registered at the|him down, rob him, and then pitch the insensible body 


Astor. ; 
“He had a large sum of money on his person when he 


into the water. 


: “But he never got a chance to put the finishing touches" 
started out one night to see the sights along the Bowery—|on his game, for the Italian put in an appearance while 


probably twenty thousand dollars at least, and mostly in| the act of robbery was being performed. 


national bank-notes. 


“Then it was that Slippery Joe, angry at being inter- 


“ He was last seen alive by a Pearl street patrolman at|rupted, and desirous of keeping all the plunder himself, 
about one o’clock in the morning just as he was turning | turned upon the barkeeper, put a knife between his ribs, 


nta Beekman street, going west. 


and then chucked him into the river,” 
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Chick, having finished his presentation of the case asit| ‘It’s Chimmie.” 
appeared to him, looked at Nick as if expecting his supe-| ‘“‘Chimmie who?” 
rior’s approval. ‘““Chimmie der Plug.” 

“T don’t quite agree with you in some of your deduc-| “ An’ yer know Blister, does yez?” 
tions, Chick,” said Nick, slowly, “though it is possible} ‘‘Didn’tI say him’n me uster be faro pards at one 


that you are right.” time’n luck workers at anudder ?” 
“ You are referring to the murder of the Italian, I pre-; “Sure an ye’ niver said wan worrud about luck- 

sume ?” wurrukin’.” 
“Yes.” Mike’s pig eyes began to bat in a curious manner, and 
“Don’t you think Slippery Joe killed him ?” he looked beyond Chick toward the door as if anxious 
hen: for the appearance of some one. 
“Then who could have put him out of the way ?” He and the disguised detective were the only persons in 
Before Nick Carter could answer the question there/the saioon. 

came a ring at the bell. Chick had referred to “luck-woikers” in order to make 


The great detective went to the door to meet a mes-|sure that the swinish-visaged whisky dispenser under- 
senger boy who placed in his hands a sealed note which | stood its meaning. 
read as follows: Mike’s expression as soon as the words were uttered 


‘Mr. Nick Carrer: Dear Sir:—I have just returned from Superin- convinced Chick that he not only knew what it meant, 


- tendent Byrnes’ office. He has referred me to you as having full| but that he had had questionable dealings with the crooks 


charge of the case involving my father’s mysterious disappearance. | of that quarter who were enagged in “luck-working.” 
Can you call at the Astor House immediately? I have news of the| <A “luck-worker” is the thieves’ technical term for one 
greatest importance. Yours in anxious expectation, a who operates on drunken men. 
Supe vache So Such an operator differs from the old-time drunk robber, 
Fifteen minutes later Nick was in the presence of the|in that he does not wait for the victim to become drunk 
missing doctor’s daughter. and asleep, but accosts him while on his feet, as in the 
case of Dr. Lyman, and then lures him to some safe spot 
where the robbery may be accomplished without the in- 


CHAPTER III. terference of the police. 
The Thugs of the Post-Office were the most notorious 
SN Ci oawa ae tgnne cen cos ‘“luck-workers” of the metropolis. 


Chick did not part with Nick without having received} ‘‘If yer don’ know wair Tony is,” Chick went on pre- 
certain instructions. sently, “maybe you can put me on ter Blister.” 

In pursuance of the same he was sampling stale beer in| The alleged Plug Ugly from Baltimore spoke in such a 
the Water street saloon where the dead Deslarte had once | tone of earnestness and sincerity that the puzzled Mike 
been employed, while Nick was listening to a strange scratched his head and batted his eyes more than ever. 


tale in the Astor House. As he made no reply Chick said, angrily : 
Young Hercules had entered the saloon in the char-| “Did yer pipe off dat bazoo 0’ mine?” 
acter of a tough, but not of the Bowery order, for his; “Sure an’ I did,” responded; Mike. with a jerk, “an’ I 
i ’ dress and style proclaimed hima stranger to the city. wor thinkin’ that yez bees moighty fresh not ter be afther 
The proprietor, a fat-faced, short-statured Irishman | knowin’ that Blister fell——” 
with little pig eyes set close together, and a retreating|. “In ther soup?” 
forehead, was behind the bar when Chick sauntered in. veure,” 


“Where’s Tony?” was the latter’s first remark, in| _“How’d I be knowin’ it, Mike, w’en I bin huggin’ der 
rough, surly tones. shade fer a mont’ an’ on’y come up frum Balt’ las’ night. 


“Who does youse be, anyhow?” was the Irishman’s sus- | Say?” _ 
picious interrogation. “Faith an yez have some excuse fer yer ignerance, 


“Tm a Plug Ugly from Balt—— Wanter see me cre-|afther all.” , 
dentials ¢” “ Wot was he snatched for, Mike?” 


Chick swaggered up to the counter, and leaning his} “ ‘Luck-wurrukin’,’ bad cess to the thrick.” 
elbows on it looked impudently into the liquor dispenser’s|_ “Den he worked it like a blacksmit’, dat wot yer 


face. mean ?” : : 
“Ver a Baltimore tough, are yez?” “We wor a dhroogist, an’ he med a mistake wan 
“T ain’t soft, if dat’s wot yer mean.” noight.” 


“Wot—wid der kind o’ drug?” 


The barkeeper now spoke pleasantly, and allowed what| “Der dhroog was all roight, only he gave a dhrop too 
was intended to be an insinuating smile to show itself | much, an’ der bloke flopped soon’s he shtruck de shtrate.” 
about his thick lips. “Outside dis joint?” ; 

“He's me brudder-in-law ; an’ me Moll, dat’s his sister;| ‘I never said so,” with a wink. 
see? she sent me ter New York wid word fer his private! ‘‘An’ so poor Blister had ter work der luck wair der 
ear. Dat plain ernuft?” drunk fell, an’ was collared by a copper in derack. Dat 

As Antonio Deslarte had formerly lived in Baltimore | it?” } : 
the Irishman came to the conclusion that the disguised| ‘‘Be huvins, but ye’ve towled the shtory shtraight as a 
detective was speaking the truth: shtring.” He me 

“Tf the loikes av yez had read de papers yez wouldn’t “Did dey lay dere clam hooks onter de ‘musician ? 
be afther askin’ me about Tony.” Chick asked this question in a matter-of-fact way. 

“Wat's der matter?” exclaimed the pseudo Plug Ugly, He knew all about the “business” of the daring Thugs 
in assumed surprise. “Tony ain’t been doin’ any work on|of the neighborhood, and was aware that a “druggist” 
de outside, has he 2” was generally accompanied by a“ musician,” thougE in 

“Phwat worruk ?” an emergency a “druggist” had been known to operate 

The Irishman was getting suspicious again. single handed. : : 

“T dunno,” responded the disguised man-hunter, care- The “musician” had as a rule something of a voice. 


lessly, “unless it might be along wid Blister an’ his}; “Once in a church choir, but now ruined by drink,” 
gang.” : | was one of his statements, pathetically made to the se- 


“Blister who?” llected victim, and while he sang old boyhood songs the 
“Blister Duffy, wot uster keep cases fer me in Balti-|victim generally waxed warm with sentiment, charity, 
more w’en I was runnin’ a neat joint down by der water |and admiration, so that it became the easiest thing in the 
same as you are, Patsey.” world for the “druggist” to let fall unobserved two or 


“Me name’s Moike—Patsey’s me brother. Phwat’s| three drops from a tiny vial into the gentlerfian’s drink. 
yours ?” This vial contained nothing else than a tincture of 


“Me handle?” opium, and while the stranger who had been piloted toa 
‘Av coorse.” spot near the post-office would stand bidding the mendi- 


“Phat do yez want wid Tony ?” 
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cants good-night his knees would begin to tremble, he 


would stagger, and then be dragged in a half-stupor to 
one of the half-shadowy spots of the Federal building. 

There he would be quickly relieved of all valuable 
property his pockets might contain. 

Mike, the saloon keeper, looked for the third or fourth 
time in the direction of the door, and then answered 
Chick’s question. 

‘‘De ‘musician’ was too fly for der coppers. 
saw thim comin’‘he walked off on his ear.” 

“ Der ‘musician’ was Tony, I suppose.” 

“Thin yez shuppose wrong. Tony’s croaked.” 

oe Wot 1? 

Intense surprise was written on the face of the Plug 
Ugly trom Baltimore. 

“Some wan carved the liver av him wan noight.” 

Chick expressed his sorrow in a manner appropriate to 
the occasion and to his assumed character. 

Then he said: 

“Dis breaks me all up, Mike, fer I tort I’d be sure ter 
meet Tony er Blister.” 

“Was it on business that yez was wantin’ ter see thim” 

“Der finest snap in der world.” 

Mike looked cunningly at the false Plug Ugly. 

“Yer moight make a thraid wid ‘Dutch’ Wilson, then.” 

‘“Who’s he?” 

‘*He’s der ‘musician. 

“ Wair is he” 

A man entered the saloon at this juncture. 

He was well-dressed, smooth-faced, with twinkling 
black eyes, and a shrewd, alert expression. 

“Shpake ay the divil an’ in he cooms. Here’s ‘Dutchy’ 
now.” 

Chick turned coolly and stared hard at the new-comer. 

The stare was returned with interest. 

Mike broke the silence by introducing the pair to each 
other. 7” 

““Dutch” Wilson became extremely affable at once. 

“Glad to know you,” he said, in a smooth, engaging 
voice, “and sorry that your friend has took a climb.” 


Phin he 
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Chick treated, and then taking Wilson aside told him} 


he had a scheme in the “luck-working” line that was a 
perfect “corker.” 


“Dutch” showed his interest by calling for the drinks | 
‘left his lips. 


and paying for them. 

The scheme was this, as told in Chick’s plug ugly ver- 
nacular : 

‘‘Dere’s a bloke, rich as mud, comin’ ter New York dis 
afternoon wid a wad ter drop in stocks. 
ness off w’ile he was torkin’ wid his pard in a resterong. 

“ He said his address would be at der Astor, an’ dat he 
wouldn’ show up in Baltimore fer a week at furdest. 

“Now, he’ll have dis wad in his pocket ter-night, an’ 
bein’ a blood he’s likely ter take in der sights afore he 
hits der pillow; see” 

“Yes, I see, Chimmie.” 

“Duteh”, Wilson’s bright eyes grew brighter as he 
listened. 


I piped der busi-' 


“What I have to show you will prove of a surprising 
though very pleasant character.” 

“Yer can’t show it too soon, den,” 
had taken : ne of the chairs so as to face his companion. 


son, as he looked steadily at the disguised detective’s 
face, “I desire to ask you a few questions.” 

“Spit em out, ‘Dutchy.’ ” 

“What kind of a man was Tony Deslarte ?” 

“ A turrurbred.” 

“You could depend on him always, could you ” 

“Sure.” 

“And be would always divvy square, would he?” 

“T never knew Tony ter knock down on a fr’en’.” 

Chick spoke with easy confidence. 

The subject of his encomiums being dead could not by 
any traitorous performances give the lie to his words. 

“Tam pleased to know that you have a good word for 
Tony,” said Wilson, blandly. “ You must have been great 
| friends in Baltimore.” 

“We was thicker dan two peas,” responded Chick, 
earnestly, ‘an’ if I’d been here w’en he made his las’ deal 
dere wouldn’ a been no croakin’ fer Tony ; see?” 

There came a light tap on the door, 

‘‘Come in,” spoke Wilson in quick, firm tones. 

A man entered hurriedly. 

Standing with his back against the door and with his 
arms folded across his breast he looked in startled inquiry 
from Chick to Wilson. 

The latter’s countenance exhibited surprise as he said, 
in some constraint : 

‘‘A mistake has been made, I fear.” 

Chick gazed at him with a puzzled expression. 

“T said I had something to show you,” Wilson re- 
marked, slowly. 

“ Dat’s wot.” 

“ Well, the something is here.” 

Chick started and glanced at the new-comer. 

“Dis man?” he muttered, half contemptuously. 

“Yes, this man. Do you know him?” 

‘No. ” 

“Then you have deceived me.” 

Wilson spoke quietly. 

There was even a smile on his dark face as the words 


‘““Deceived you, have I? 
Say 9”? 

“You said a moment ago that you knew this man.” 

“Tt must ha’ been his brudder dat I knowed.” 

Chick’s voice had not a tremor in it. 

And yet he knew that his situation was a perilous one. 

“You are pretty smart, Mister Chimmie from Balti- 
more,” returned Wilson, as he rose to his feet, “ but in 
this case you forgot that dead things sometimes crawl.” 

“Den dis man is——” 

“ Antonio Deslarte !” 

At the announcement of the name the Italian threw 
himself on Chick, and sought to twine his fingers about 
the brave detective’s throat. 


Wot’s der matter wit’ yer? 


“Wot den’s ter prevent a good steerer like you, fer 
instans, ter work der druggist’s act on him, an’ den——” 

“Put a stamp on him, and drop him in the post-office, 
eh hl 

““Dat’s der play, ‘Dutchy.’ ” 

Chick’s enthusiasm was communicated to his compan- 
ion, and after some further talk they left the saloon 
together. 

Wilson had a room on South street, not far from the 
Old Slip, and he invited the supposed tough from Balti- 
more to accompany him thither. 

“T have got something to show you,” he said, pleas- 
antly. 

Chick had his eyes and ears open as he entered the dis- 
reputable quarter in which the room was located. 

It was in the second story. 

Underneath was a saloon of the lowest type. 

Mike’s dive on Water street was high-toned in compari- 
son. 

Once in the room, which was small and furnished only 
with a bed, a small pine table, and two chairs, “ Dutch” 
Wilson closed the door, and said, slowly: 


[inducing him to return home with me. 


CHAPTER IV. 
A SURPRISED DETECTIVE. 


Serena Lyman, a tall, graceful brunette, with dark, 
serious gray eyes, and an expression of deep melancholy 
on her intelligent, clear-cut countenance, received Nick 
Carter in the little parlor of her suite with a smile of 
eager welcome. 

No commonplaces were indulged in, for the young lady 
plunged at once into her subject. 


“JT fear my father is dead,” she began, ‘though up to — ‘ 


an hour ago I had believed him to be alive.”, 

“Then you had made some investigations of your own 
before you called on Superintendent Byrnes?” 

oe Yes.” 

‘“‘And what did you learn ?” 


“Let me explain first that I came to New York from — 


California for the express purpose of finding father and 
He had left on 


returned Chick, ae : 


‘‘But before I give you my confidence,” went on Wil- — 
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account of some trouble with a man named Rowen, who 
had threatened his life. 


“It was at Edgar’s suggestion that I called on Superin- 
tendent Byrnes and stated my case. He referred me to 


“The trouble was over a land matter, and after father| you, Mr. Carter, and so I wrote the note which brought 
left Rowen disappeared. A week ago I got a telegram] you here.” 


from a friend in New York stating that he had seen 
Rowen in this city. 
“This friend,” pursued the young lady, with a slight 


Serena Lyman paused and scanned Nick’s grave face 
anxiously. 
“ You said at the outset that you feared your father was 


blush, “is my affianced husband. His name ’s Holman.”|dead,” he remarked. 


The great detective caught his breath. 


“Holman !” he repeated, in surprise. “Not the son of | 


the millionaire Cuban planter?” 

“Oh, no; his nephew.” 

ee sls bal 

I'he ejaculation expressed the utmost satisfaction. 

Nick had feared that the girl’s lover might prove to be 
Slippery Joe, the crook, who was now masquerading as 
Holman’s son, and who was suspected of knowing all 
about Dr. Lyman’s disappearance. 

“Mother died a year ago, and Iam my father’s only 
child,” Serena continued. “Therefore, when the telegram 


came—I had written Mr. Holman about father’s affairs— 


I got ready immediately for a journey to New York. 
When I arrived, two days ago, I found that father had 
disappeared, and that he was supposed to have fallen a 
victim to some of the thugs who frequent the post-office 
building. 

“Yesterday, while walking down Broadway, I was 
accosted by a well-dressed young wan of very prepossess- 
ing countenance, who said he had been commissioned to 
find me by a person who had the deepest interest in my 
welfare.” 

**T know you will pardon me for addressing you in this 
public manner,’ the young man continued, ‘when I tell 
you that the person for whom [ am acting is your father, 
and that he is now lying at the point of death. ° 

“I was so greatly agitated by this startling communi- 
cation that for the moment I could not speak. 

““Tf you desire, I will take you to him now,’ the young 
man continued, with a lock of deep commiseration. 

“*Yes, yes!’ I gasped; ‘take me to him at once.’ 

“Not until we had left Broadway and gone several 
blocks, and I had calmed down so as to properly appre- 
ciate the situation in which I was placed, did the thought 
coccur to me that I was acting very imprudently. 

‘‘What proof had this young man, a perfect stranger to 
me, given that he had spoken the truth respecting my 
father ? 


“And what reason had [ to believe, beyond his mere| 


words, that he was not leading me into a trap? 

“We had crossed the Bowery and he had said, ‘It is 
only a short distance farther,’ when I stopped and in- 
formed him that I had changed my mind about going to 
see my father at present. : 

““Give me his address,’ said I, ‘and after I have con- 


sulted with a friend of mine I will engage a conveyance 
and be driven to the place.’ 

“The young man’s face grew black as night. 

“*You distrust me,’ he replied angrily ; ‘you fear that 
Iam deceiving you. Read this. I forgot to give it to you| 
when I accosted you in Broadway. 

“He handed me a note. It was in my father’s hand- 
writing. ‘Come to me, Serena,’'it said, ‘and come at 
onee. Iam seriously ill, and have much to say to’you.’ 

“All my suspicions were swept away by this note. 

“It was genuine. There could be no doubt of it, for 
father wrote a very peculiar hand, one which could not 
be successfully counterfeited. 

“*T beg your pardon,’ I said, as I looked up shame- 
facedly, ‘I will go with you as I had promised.’ 

“But I did not take a step farther, for at that momen 
I saw Edgar Holman approaching. 

‘“““Here is the friend J. referred to,’ was my joyous ex- 
clamation, ‘and he can accompany us.’ 

“My companion started, turned pale, and without a 


“Oh, yes, I had forgotten to tell what I found out about 
an hour ago. 

“After I had told Edgar what my father had written, [ 
thrust the note in my pocket and did not look at it again 
until after my talk with Superintendent Byrnes. 


“Then it was that I discovered something of a surpris- 
ing nature. To-day is the twenty-second, isn’t it?” 
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‘And father was last seen on the morning of the twenti- 
eth of March, over a month ago.” 

‘‘That is the date.” 

“Well, Mr. Carter, the note which the stylishly dressed 
young man gave me on the Bowery was dated the twenty- 
third of March. In some manner he had overlooked this.” 


“Will you let me see the note?” asked Nick. 

‘‘Certainly.” 

Taking it from her pocket she handed it to him with 
nervous fingers. 

“Have you other specimens of your father’s handwrit- 
ing?” he asked, after he had looked. at the note carefully. 


“Yes; I have several letters in my trunk, written at 
different points on the way to this city.” 

She procured them and Nick made a comparison of 
the writings. 

“TIT am inclined to think,” was his comment, “that the 
note put into your hands yesterday was written by your 
father. 

“Tf so,” he added, “he is alive, and my opinion is that 
the letter was intended for the post, as at the time it was 
written you were supposed to be in California.” 


Serena Lyman clasped her hands in fervent gratitude. 

“Thank you for the blessed assurance that he is not 
dead,” she cried. 

“Tt is not an assurance,” he gravely replied, ‘‘it is only 
belief.” 

“But founded: upon reason and fact,” she eagerly re- 
sponded. 
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“To return to the letter,” he continued. ‘That it was 
not posted is a circumstance going to show that the per- 
son into whose hands it was given did not desire your 
presence in New York. 

“This man may have been either Rowen, your father’s 
enemy, or Slippery Joe, the King of the Post-Office Thugs.” 

“ Who is this Joe?” 

Nick told her what is already known to the reader. 

The description of the bold crook made her start. 

‘*T believe the man who gave me the note is this Slip- 
pery Joe,” she said. 

Nick Carter evidenced no surprise at her words. 

“T have been of that opinion ever since you men- 
tioned him,” he said, quietly. 

“Then he is the man, and not Rowen, who is respon- 
sible for my father’s disappearance.” 

“T think so.” 

“But why should he have withheld that note? Why 
should he have wished to hinder.my coming to New 
York ?” 

“Perhaps he feared that your investigations might 
trace the crime home to him.” 

“Fear me more than the detectives? You can’t mean 
it, Mr. Carter.” ; 

“Have you never done any detective work, Miss 
Lyman ?” : 

The question was a strange one, and the fair girl 


re 


word of explanation, darted around the corner and dis-| looked at the noted man-hunter in amazement. 


appeared. 


‘‘Who told you that I had?” she asked, with a blush of 


“When I told Edgar of my adventure, he said I had | mortification. 


escaped a serious danger. 
“The man was a fraud,’ was his positive declaration, 


Nick smiled. 
“Tam a reader of the newspapers, and I have’a good 


‘and I wish I had seen his face so that I could identify|memory,” he replied. “How, then, could I forget the 


him.’ 


ease of the Stockton train robber and highwayman who 
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was run to earth through the efforts of Miss Serena 
Lyman.” 

“That was to save an innocent man—Edgar Holman— 
that | entered the case.and helped to uncover and arrest 
the guilty man,” she earnestly rejoined. “Edgar was in 
danger—the chain of circumstantial evidence was strong 
and terrible—and in my despair I unsexed myself so far, 
as the rude, unfeeling world of society put it, asto don 
male garments, arm myself, and——” 

he And show yourself a heroine, Miss Lyman, a brave, 
shrewd, devoted woman, and one worthy of any man’s 
love and worship.” 

Serena blushed more than ever at this warmly uttered 
compliment. 

But Nick relieved her evident embarrassment by com- 
ing to business. 

‘Slippery Joe isa reader of the papers, too,” he said, 
“and he undoubtedly knows all about the California epi- 
sode.” 

“Then why should he have given me the note at all?” 

“A sudden angry impulse made him doit. At the mo- 
ment he must have forgotten that it bore a date a month 
back.” 

“Yes, I remember that he was very angry when he 
handed it to me.” 

“But if he was angry when- he gave you the note,” said 
Nick, “be was angrier still when he ran away. 44 

“ At losing the chance of luring me to a prison?” 

“Not altogether that; mainly, I should say, at the sud- 
den and unlooked-for appearance of Edgar Holman.” 

“Yes, yes; for he knew that Edgar would not recog- 
nize him as a cousin.” 

“That’s it. Slippery Joe, now masquerading in the high 
social swim as the son of Holman, the Cuban, is treading 
on dangerous ground. He knows that Edgar Holman, the 
nephew, is in New York, and he realizes that when they | 
meet there will be a disclosure of the fraud. Therefore 
Joe is staving off that meeting until he shall have played 
his trump card.” 

“ What is the game?” interrogated Miss Lyman. 

“The capture of an heiress. If he robbed your father, 
and I think there is little doubt on that scor I 
splurging on the stolen money. By the way, do you 
know the+ exact. sum which Dr. Lyman took with him 
when he left home?” 

“Yes. Ten thousand dollars.” 

“Then Joe must be about broke by this time, for he has 
been going it ata rapid rate since he turned up in the 
role of Ramon Holman.” 

“Do you think he has found his heiress yet?” asked 
Serena, with a peculiar expression, which was noticed 
by the great detective. 

“No, from what he told me at the races—he became | 
confidential to me in my character as the dude sport—he 
has not yet fixed upon his golden girl.” 

Serena turned partly around and surveyed her features | 
in the mirror. 

‘Make yourself a blonde, and you’ll fill the bill per- 
fectly,” said Nick, with an approving smile. 

“ Yes,” she replied, with decision, and with a hard gleam 
in her luminous eyes, “I think it will be worth while to 
make the trial. Iam something of an actress, and I do 
not much fear that my disguise will be penetrated ” 

Nick remained for half an hour or more after this, ar- 
ranging the details of a little programme which they pur- 
posed carrying out. 

As he was leaving the hotel, he passed a small, thin, 
wiry man, with a sharp, grizzled face and keen, restless 
eyes, who. gave the great detective the benefit of a search- 
ing scrutiny. 

“T never saw that fellow before,” mused Nick, as he 

walked down the steps, “but all the same I'll bet a dollar 
against a peanut that he is Rowen, the Californian, Dr. 
Lyman’s enemy.’ 

‘Hello, Rowen,” exclaimed some one back of him, ¢ as 


” 


great detective resolved to ascertain the reason of the 
man’s visit at the hotel. 

Nick went down the street toa hat store, kept by a 
friend, and walking inside made a quick change in his 
personal appearance. 

When he came out and sauntered up the street toward 
the Astor House again, he was Percival Lorraine, the 
dude sport, who had hob-nobbed with Slippery Joe at 
Brighton Beach. 

Entering the hotel, Nick looked about fora moment, 
and seeing nothing of his quarry, walked up to the regis- 
ter and scanned the list of arrivals. 

The name of Rowen was not there for that day nor for 
any day during the preceding month. 

Describing the man who had been addressed as Rowen 
a short time before, Nick asked the clerk if he was any- 
where about the building. 

“Yes, he sent up his card to No. 97, and followed it a 
few minutes ago.” 

No. 97 was one of the she elt hi of Miss Lyman’s 
suite. 

Nick waited impatiently for the interview to terminate, 
for he did not desire to begin active operations under the 
new programme until he had heard what Rowen had had 
to say to the daughter of Dr. Lyman. 

et an hour passed, and Rowen entered the hotel 
office. 

Walking straight up to the disguised detective, he said. 

re Can you give me five minutes of your time, Mr. Car- 
ter ¢” 

Nick bit his lip in vexation. 

The Californian must bea sharp one, indeed, to have 
penetr ated his disguise so easily. 

“ Haven’t you made a slight mistake, sir?” he said, with 
dudish dignity. 

Rowen showed his sharp, white teeth ina provoking 
smile. 

“T think not,” he said, curtly. 

“Well, as you are so positive,” replied Nick, in his own 
voice, “suppose we return to Miss Lyman’s room—if she 
will consent to receive us, and you can make your com- 
munication in her presence.” 

“IT have just seen her, and she has referred me to you.” 

“Indeed.” 

“Indeed. The fact is, her father has been buried under 
a false name.” 

Nick stared hard at the man who could make this 
strange statement so composedly. . 
“It was not the Italian, Deslarte, who was murdered 
and thrown into the river that night—it was Dr. Lyman.” 
‘“How do you know 2” 
“T have seen the Italian.” 
‘When 2?” 
“ Not an hour ago.” 

“Any other reason for believing that the body found in 
the river was that of the doctor ?” 
“Ts not that enough ?” 
“No. 99 
“Tf I thought he was alive——” he began, and then 
stopped and bit his lip. 
“You’d do what—make him the dead man you think he 


|ought to be?” 


To Nick’s amazement, the answer came quickly and 
boldly : 
“Yes; but in alegal manner. I would hang him.” 


CHAPTER V. 
IN THE DEN OF THE THUGS. 


“Dr. Lyman was a villain,” resumed Rowen, quickly, 
“and I bore him a deadly hate. And yet I never would 
have harmed him.” 

“Why did you threaten his life, then 2° demanded Nick. 
“Because I was in an overmastering rage. But I did 


he was just stepping on the sidewalk. 

Nick turned his head far enough around to see a tall, | 
broad, big-whiskered man approaching the thin, wiry one 
with right hand outstretched. | 
Thoroughly satisfied now as to the latter’s identity, the | 


not mean to carry the threat out.” 

Nick looked at the hard, impassive face, with its cold, 
steely eyes, and formed an instant opinion. 
The man was insincere, cunning and conscienceless. 
To outwit such an enemy—and the great detectivs 
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quickly put him down as such—he must be on his guard, 
and allow not the smallest thing connected with Rowen’s 
manner or movements to escape him. 
-~Dr. Lyman cheated me out of some land,” pursued 
Rowen, as if the explanation were demanded, “and when 
I discovered the fraud—the scoundrel had forged a Mexi- 
can deed, after killing the Mexican for one thing—I de- 
nounced him, and made some angry threats. The next 
day he fled the State and went to New York. 

“T followed him, and the night after my arrival, while 
taking in the town—I am no ascetic, and the sinful pleas- 
ures of life have still a slight charm for me—I was ac- 


costed by a night-hawk on Beekman street, who laid a 
trap for my undoing.” 

Nick pricked up his ears. 

To what was this queer narrative tending ? 

“Do you remember the date of your meeting with the 
night-hawk?” he asked, coldly. 


“Yes: it was the twentieth of March.” 
The very night of the disappearance of Dr. Lyman.” 
Yes.” 

“Perhaps you were accosted by the same rascal who ; 
entrapped the doctor.” | 

“The doctor was not entrapped.” 

“What?” 

“You and the police have erred in supposing that the 
man who entered Deslarte’s dive in company with Slip- 
pery Joe was Dr. Lyman.” 

“We have, eh?” 

be Yes. 99 

“Who was the man, then?” 

“Myself.” 

Nick Carter looked at the cool villain before him as if 
he would have read his sonl. 

But the great detective gave no outward indication of 
the astonishment he felt at the man’s strange disclosure. 

Instead, he turned his gaze from Rowen to the floor— 
_ they were standing near one of the windows, beyond the 
hearinz of the other guests in the office—and with knit 
brows, appeared tobe giving the matter the most pro- 
found consideration. 

“TI can understand,” he said, presently, in the tone of 
one who has suddenly become convinced of an important 
fact, “how the mistake arose. You answer Dr. Lyman’s 
description very well. If you had a mustache you might 
pass for him in semi-darkness.” 

“T wore a mustache on that night.” 

“ And what happened after you left the saloon?” 

“T was decoyed to some place about the docks, and 
would have been murdered if the Italian, Deslarte, had 
not opportunely arrived.” r 

“Well, what then ?” 

“While the Italian was disputing with the man who 
had lured me to the place, Dr. Lyman came up. 

“‘Tfere, here,’ he cried, ‘what bave you done to this 
man?’ meaning me. , 

“Both night-hawks turned on him, and the Italian 
plunged a knife into his side. Then, after hurriedly ex- 
ploring his pockets for plunder, they threw the body into 
the water.” 

“You saw this, did you?” 

ce Mims” 

“Why did you not interfere, if you wanted the doctor 
punished in a legal way ?” 

Nick’s tone was sarcastic. 

Rowen seemed not to notice it, for he answered, com- 
posedly: 

“Because I had not yet arisen to my feet, and also be- 
cause I was half-stunned and half-drunk.” 

“And yet your mind was clear enough to recognize 
your enemy, and intelligently take in the murderous 
scene before you?” 

“Tt was. In fact I was a sober man when the body 
plunged into the water. In an instant I realized my own 
danger, and also what the Italian had lost by his precip- 
itate action. 

“<Mollows,’ I said, as they were about to give me a 
clip or two on the head, before running away, ‘that chap 
you’ve done for had a fortune on his person.’ 

“<TNid you know him?’ asked Slippery Joe. 
“¢Ves,? I said, and then I added, with all the venom I 


* 


iment, Deslarte demanded his share of the plunder. 


could muster, ‘I am glad you settled him, fer he was my 
deadly enemy.’ 

“*Then we’ll fix it,’ said he. 

“Thereupon they both laid hold of me and I was hid 
safely in a retreat they called ‘The Sink,’ not far from 
the docks, before the patrolman arrived. 

“The Sink is under the docks, and is reached in two 
ways, one by means of the water, the other by a trap in 
ee walk under an old, unserviceable boat, turned upside 

own. 

“In this retreat we watched the officers until the search 
was ended. . 

“ About daylight the two thugs began to quarrel over a 
division of the spoils. 

“Slippery Joe,’ said the Italian to his companion in 
crime, ‘you have got to keep your promise, or I'll split. 
I take half or nothing.” 

“*You’ll take this,’ returned Slippery Joe, with an oath, 
and he struck Deslarte a powerful blow under the ear. 

“My actions thus far,” continued Rowen, “had been 
guided by my desire to save my life and property, and 
when I saw the Italian stagger from the effect of his com- 
panion’s vicious'blow, I flung myself on Slippery Joe and 
fought like a tiger. 

“Jf would better have taken a different course, for, in 
my weakness, 1 was no match for my adversary. 

“The result was that I was quickly overeome and 
knocked senseless. To be plain, I was beaten so badly 
that it was a week before I was able to stand on my feet. 

“TI was then a prisoner in the Sink, and the only person 
I saw up to this morning was Slippery Joe. He had re- 
peatedly assured me that my release would come when 
he had executed his grand coup; and he also led me to 
believe that the Italian, as well as Dr. Lyman, had ceased 
to exist on that tragic night. 

. “But this morning I was undeceived. The Italian made 
his appearance before me. He was very angry, for he 
said Joe had deceived him. Then he told me the following 
story: After I had been laid out that night, Slippery Joe 
had apologized to Deslarte for the assault made upon 
him, and had promised to give him half the doctor’s 
money if he would do a certain thing, and that was to 
recover the doctor’s body. 

“The tide was low, and the Italian, who was an expert 
swimmer and diver, found the body after several at- 
tempts, and attaching a rope to it, assisted in drawing it 
into the Sink.” 

Rowen paused, and Nick smiled inwardly. Could it be 
possible that a man of Rowen’s intelligence could expect 
the detective to swallow a yarn like this? 

The idea of fishing out a body in the manner and under 
the conditions described, was simply impossible. 

“Te is so anxious to entrap me that he is losing his dis- 
cretion,” thought Nick, “or else, being a stranger in New 
York, he is not aware of the way they do things along the 
water front.” 

‘‘Deslarte further stated,” resumed Rowen, ‘“‘that they 
removed the coat and vest from the dead body, and sub- 
stituted similar garments of the Italian, into the pockets 
of which certain articles of Deslarte’s, which could be 
readily identified, were allowed to remain. Then the 
body was dumped into the river again. 

‘‘The scheme was to allow the police to think that the 
Italian, and not the doctor, had been murdered. 

“Having performed his part in the villainous agree- 
Slip- 
pery Joe put him off. : 

“¢Wait,’ said he, ‘until we get all there is to get out of 
the doctor’s estate. His daughter will come onto New 
York, and we’ll pretend the old fellow is alive, and work 
her for a big ransom.’ 

“The Italian agreed to wait a few days, but when more 
than three weeks had elapsed, and Joe refused to give 
him more than a few hundred dollars, and began to spend 
the rest of the haul at such a rate that it would likely be 
all gone in a short time, why, Deslarte found a big kick 
coming. and so he hastened to me. 

“Of course I sympathized with him, and he finally 
came to the conclusion to release me, if I would agree to 
aid himin turning the tables on Slippery Joe. 

“T was glad to get out of the Sink, I can tell you, and 
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after I had had ahbath and a change of clothing—I had 
been staying before my adventure at the Stuyvesant 
putin half an hour or more in glancing over the news- 
papers. 

“Among the late arrivals at the Astor House I noted 
the name of Miss Serena Lyman. 

***Now,’ said I to myself, ‘is my chance. I will do that 
young ladya favor by informing her of what I know 
about her father’s death, and then in return she may do 
me justice in regard to the land matter.’ 

“T saw her, told my story, left her no longer looking 
upon me as an enemy, and came down to find you, Mr. 
Carter, in order to put you on the track of Slippery Joe.” 

“Thank you,” said Nick, dryly, “but I would prefer 
first to have a talk with Antonio‘ Deslarte.” 

Rowen could not conceal his pleasure at this deter- 
mination, though he appeared to study the matter a mo- 
ment before he replied : 

“Yes, perhaps it would be a good idea to see Deslarte.” 

Nick thought to himself: 

“T knew I would play into your hands, you consummate 
scoundrel, when I turned from the case of Slippery Joe to 
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“Of course. How could I have told my story without? 


I} When did this meeting take place?” 


“ Yesterday.” 

“Tell me about it.” 

Rowen tried to conceal his anxiety, but only partially 
succeeded. 

Nick, in a matter-of-fact way related the occurrence as 
it happened, keeping back only one thing. 

He made no mention of the note written by Dr. Lyman, 
and dated March twenty-third, which Slippery Joe had 
handed to Serena. 

Nick now saw the whole conspiracy clearly. 

Rowen was unaware that the great detective knew that 
Dr. Lyman was alive on the twenty-third of March, three 
days after the disappearance of the doctor and the Italian, 
and Slippery Joe had doubtless overlooked the matter of 
the date. ‘ 

The villain with whom he was now walking had related 
his clever yarn of the doctor’s death and his own marvel 
ous adventures in the belief that it would be swallowed ; 
and the after-words and actions of Nick Carter had proved 
to his mind that the bait had been snapped at with eager, 


that of the Italian, and Iam not so blind but I can see the! open mouth. 


game you are playing.” 

“When can I see Deslarte?” he asked. 

“Right away.” 

“At the Sink 2” 

“No; at a room he has hired not far from the river.” 

“ What street 2” 

“South,” 

Nick wrote a note to Miss Lyman, had it sent up to her 
apartment, and then started off with Rowen. 

The latter was in unusually fine spirits. 

“7 haven’t felt so well for a month of Sundays,” he re- 
marked, as they crossed to Park Row, “for I believe that 
with your assistance we can settle Slippery Joe’s hash in 
short order.” 

“Tf we could only catch the Italian and Joe at the same 
time, that would bea ten-strike,” rejoined Nick, in the 
way of a feeler. 

“Tt would, indeed.” 

Then he added, as if a happy thought had struck him: 

“We may find Joe there.” 

‘‘What makes you think so?” 

“T remember now that Deslarte told me that he ex- 
pected to meet Joe this afternoon.” 

‘““Why is Deslarte keeping shady ?” 

‘‘He’s afraid of being arrested for the murder of the 
doctor.” 

“ And this place on South street is——” Nick hesitated, 
and looked into Rowen’s face in innocent inquiry. 

The Californian, caught off his guard, and believing he 
had the great detective neatly hooked, answered at once. 

“A short distance fromthe Old Slip, at the old red 
house with the white steps.” 

Nick could scarcely restrain an exclamation of tri- 
umph. 

He had scored a big point. 

Now he was prepared to act with decision and confi- 
dence. 

“I'd give my right hand to find Slippery Juve there,” 
the detective remarked earnestly, the instant after receiv- 
ing the information he most desired at this juncture. 

‘“‘You’d be sure to lose your hand if you made such an 
offer in earnest,” responded Rowen, confidently. “I feel it 
in my bones.” 

Nothing more was said for some time. 

Nick was busily thinking of his companion’s story as 
they hastened along. 

He was morally convinced that Slippery Joe and Rowen 


As for Serena Lyman, it was Nick’s belief that a second 
attempt would be made to put her out of the way, as 
soon as his case had been satisfactorily disposed of. 

“TI can understand the moves that are being made,” 
Nick said to himself, “but I can’t quite grasp the main 
motive. Itis not self-preservation, it is something be- 
yond that. 

“However, I have Rowen to deal with just now, and by 
the time I have finished with him, I] think I will have 
arrived at the full and correct solution of the puzzle.” 

In one of the narrow streets, running from the Bowery 
toward the water front, Nick resolved to play his first 
card. . 

The locality was in the slums, and, repulsive enough by 
day, it became terrible at night. 

Here, until Nick and Chick had made their work of 
expulsion felt, had been a tangled jungle of crime and 
destitution. 

The opium smoker had found his favorite den in the 
fetid air of this quarter, and here the thief and the 
marauder had discovered a safe and convenient lair. 

By the raised grating to a sub-cellar sat a Chinaman, 
with his feet dangling down the aperture. 

He was contentedly smoking a pipe as Nick and 
Rowen approached, with a vacuous expression on his 
greasy, olive countenance. 

But when he caught Nick’s eye, he began to nod his 
head and smile. 

Rowen was not looking at him at the time. 

If he had been he would have found nothing suspicious 
in the fact of a Chinaman smiling at the approach ofa 
Caucasian. 

But when they were opposite the opening to the cellar, 
and vay a few feet of it, Rowen on the inside, Nick 
acted. 

A powerful blow caught the Californian behind the ear, 
and as he staggered -back, a shove sent him down into 
the sub-cellar, a distance of five or six. feet, where he 
landed on his back on an old oakum mattress that the 
Chinaman had put there for an airing. 

Nick sprang after his victim, the Mongolian following. 

Five minutes later the grating was closed, the China- 
man was no longer visible, and Nick was walking down 
the narrow street alone. 

The little incident had not been observed by any of the 
denizens of the neighborhood. 

“ Now I am ready for Slippery Joe and Signor Deslarte,” 


were in with each other, and that the plan now on foot| muttered Nick, grimly, “and with Mr. Rowen out of the 
was to inveigle him, by a cunning tale, into the South | way for the present, I think I can manage them.” 


street den, and then imprison or make way with him. 


The Chinaman was well known to Nick, and had often 


To assure himself that he had made no mistake on this|rendered him efficient aid in hunting down Mongolian 
point he resolved to ask Rowen a few pertinent questions, | criminals. 


but in such a manner as not to excite his suspicions. 


He could be trusted to take charge of the disgruntled 


“Did Miss Lyman tell you of her meeting with Slip-| Rowen until the detective returned. 


pery Joe?” ‘ 
Rowen started violently. ; 
“No,” he said, “she never mentioned his name.” 


“But you did.” 


\ 
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« At the foot of the stairs leading to the floor upon which 
the room designated by Rowen was located, Nick paused, 
for a peculiar sound had reached his ears. 

It was the sound of a person in dire distress. 
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“ Help! help!” came a hoarse cry. 
Nick was at the top of the stairs in three bounds. 


The noise of a struggle in a room close to the landing | 


made him start for it with grim resolve in his counte- 
nance. 


Without trying the door he threw himself against it | 


with all his force. 

It burst in pieces at the terrible onslaught, and the 
detective dashed into the room, pistol in hand, to look 
upon a most sensational scene. 

Upon the floor lay a young man of the “ tough” persua- 
sion, held down by two men, one of whom held the 
gleaming blade of a dagger at his throat. 

Over the trio stood another man with a club in one 
hand and a pistol in the other. 

The man on the floor—the victim—was Chick. 

Nick’s quick eye recognized him in an instant. 

Before the three ruftians who had got the better of 
Nick’s faithful assistant could recover from their sur- 
prise, the great detective was upon him. 

His pistol cracked, and so did that of the man who was 
on his feet. 

Nick felt a stinging sensation in his left elbow, but his 
right hand, with the revolver in it, came down all the 
same, and on the object of its aim. 

That object was the head of the ruffian who held the 
knife. 


As he fell over from the effects of the blow, Nick | 


ducked his head to avoid a murderous pass made at him 
by the man with the club and pistol, and letting go his 
right, which still held the revlover, caused the bones to 
crack in his enemy’s jaw, and a scream of agony to escape 
his lips. 

Almost at the same moment something came down on 
the great detective’s head, that made him see stars. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE BATTLE OF HIS LIFE. 


And now ensued a battle royal, the most terrific en- 
counter that ever Nick Carter had engaged in during the 
whole of his eventful career. 

The blow on the head knocked him backward, and his 
assailant, who was no other than Slippery Jce, jumped 
upon him with a knife ready to plunge it into his heart. 

Ohick, senseless upon the floor, and held down besides 
by the strong arms of Antonio Deslarte, could render his 
brave and fearless chief no assistance whatever. 

But the knife had not yet been made which should 
pierce Nick Carter’s great, courageous heart. 


He discharged his pistol] just as the sharp blade! 


descended, and Slippery Joe, witha bullet in his wrist, 
dropped his hand to his side with a yell of agony. 
As soon as he fired Nick backed to the wall, and re- 


ceived the concerted attack of the Italian and the other 


ruffian, who had been, standing up when the great de- 
tective entered. 

“Give it to him, Connors,” shrieked Deslarte, “for 
we’re booked for Sing Sing if he ever leaves this place 
alive.” 

Connors! Nick knew the name. It was that of an ex- 
convict, a notorious Post-Office Thug and Slippery Joe’s 
second in command. 

The Italian’s order was obeyed, and crack ! crack ! went 
Connors’ pistol, and plunk! plunk! went Deslarte’s fist 
as a swift and sleep-producing accompaniment. 

Deslarte had given his knife to Slippery Joe, otherwise 
his assault might have had a most serious effect. 


As it was good luck, fate, or Providence conspired to} 


save Nick from the bullets, and his own quick movements 


made his enemies realize that they had tackled a Tartar 


before the smoke of the reports had fairly cleared away. 
Dropping to his knees he flung his pistol full into Con- 
nors’ face, and then caught the Itali 


as that worthy was reaching forward to grasp the knife 


which Slippery Joe had dropped. 
Nick lifted Deslarte from the _ floor, 


i backward, and was about to give him a settler, 
awe f the criminal trio jumped on the head—you must have cracked his skull from the way he 


when the leading spirit 0 


detective’s back, and with his one useful hand sought to looked, Nic 


knock all the sense and feeling out of his enemy’s 


an by the ankles, just had to give my attention to ‘Dutch’ Wilson—you had 


and sent him! 


| cranium, 

But Nick’s head was too hard to be dazed by the mere 
blow of a fist, and Slippery Joe had planted but two in 
the place where he had calculated they would do the most 
good—or hurt—when Nick unceremoniously rolled him 
lover, gave him a kick in the stomach that took his breath 
away, and then neatly dodged a bullet which Connors, 
sitting on the floor, with a bloody face, had fired at him. 

The battle had turned in favor of the detective, for 
when Connors tried to lire another shot his revolver re- 
fused to respond. 

He had exhausted every chamber. | 


Nick had now only knives and fists to contend with. 


But as not one of the enemy could stand upright there iy 
was not much chance that vice would triumph. | 

The Italian was handcuffed before he could do any i 
further damage, and Nick was about to give Connors a 
needed rap on the head in order to reduce him to entire 
subjection when the door opened and “Dutch” Wilson 
entered. 

Disobeying Nick’s quick, stern command to throw up 
his hands he sprang into the room, and. threw himself on 
the brave detective. 

Nick was ready for him, and the two instantly became 
locked in a deadly hand to hand struggle. 

“Dutch” Wilson was strong, but the Little Giant was 
‘stronger. The latter had the under hold, and he was hug- 
ging his opponent with the crushing ferocity of a grizzly 
bear, and Wilson’s bones were cracking and the cold 
‘sweat was running down his face in streams, when Sliv- 

pery Joe and the handcuffed Italian, the latter now suffi- 
ciently recovered to be dangerous, again, set upon him 
'from front and rear. 

Throwing “Dutch” Wilson off, Nick struck savage 
blows right and left, receiving equally savage blows and 
thrusts in return from handcuff, fist, and knife. 

All at once the air became cloudy, and over the brave 
detective stole a sense of weakness. 

He knew that he had been wounded, but with his teeth 
set hard he fought on in wild desperation. 

His heart seemed to be on fire, and when by some 
means which he never could account for he got hold of 
the club which Connors had at one time possessed, he fol- 
lowed his assailants from one corner to another, striking 
by instinct rather than sight, eliciting groans and yells 
from his enemies, until his legs refused to do him service, 
and he fell on the floor in a faint. 

When he recovered his senses Chick was by his side, 
bathing his head with cold water, while on the floor close | 
by lay the insensible forms of the Italian and “Dutch” 
Wilson. 

Slippery Joe and Connors had escaped. 

Nick’s head and elbow pained him, and he was sore all 
over. 

After Chick had informed him that his wounds were 
not dangerous, a!though he had lost considerable blood, 
they fell to talking of the fight. 

“When I got over the crack on the nob which that 
devil, Deslarte, gaveme,” said Chick, “I saw the strangest 
sight I ever looked at. 

“There you were, Nick, all covered with blood, and as 
wild as a maniac standing these cut-throats off and giv- 
ing them such a rattle that at times they piled on top of 
one another in their haste to get away from you. 

“But at last you weakened—too much blood had flowed 
from that cut under the shoulder—and you were falling, 
| when Slippery Joe sprang toward you witha knife in his 
left hand. SN 
| “] was on my feet in time to checkmate his little game, 
‘and the blow I gave him knocked him clean out of the 
-door, which happened to be open. 

“T would have followed him out but for the fact that I 


i 
1 


‘knocked the Italian completely out—and when I had 
settled him Slippery Joe had slipped away.” 

“But what became of Connors?” asked Nick. 
' “Te made a bee line for the door with both hands to his 


k—and was out of the room ahead of Joe.” 
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Chick’s story of his own adventures prior to the arrival 
of Nick interested the latter exceedingly. 

After narrating what is already known to the reader he 
said : 

“ When Deslarte sprang for me I flopped with such sud- 
denness that the dago fell over me, his impetus was so 
great. 

* | could have managed him easily, but ‘Dutch’ Wilson 
took a hand and then I had all I could attend to. 

“ At last 1 had the precious pair where I wanted them, 
and I would have knocked their heads together and tossed 
them into a corner, but for the arrival of Connors and 
Slippery Joe. 


“Another what?” was the cool inquiry of Nick’s assist- 


ant, 
* Another detective.” 
“Yes.” 
“Well, what do you want?” 
“T want to know where Dr. Lyman is.” 
“ He’s dead.” 
“T don’t believe it.” 
“T do, for it wouldn’t be safe for him to be alive.” 
“Why wouldn’t it?” 
“JT would have hung him for murder.” 
Chick smiled scornfully. 
“See here, Rowen,” he said, sternly, “it won’t do to 


“They took me by surprise, and I must have been in a/reel off any of your gauzy yarns, or try any of your 


pretty ticklish situation when you dropped in.” 
Nick then told his story. 


flimsy gum games with me: This Mexican story is a fake. 
There’s nothing init. Dr. Lyman never murdered any- 


“Slippery Joe won’t leave town,” was Chick’s comment, | body, and you’re simply making the assertion that he did 
“for he is posing as the Cuban millionaire’s son, and|in order to have us give up the search for him.” 


has no idea that we are aware of the fact.” 

“That’s so.” 

As Nick spoke he tried fo rise to his feet. 

But the effort was a failure. 

“Tt’s no use, Chick, I’ve got to lie quiet for a while.” 

“A surgeon will be here presently.” 

‘*A surgeon! How did you send for one 

“T forgot to tell you that a boy came to the door as soon 
as 1 had knocked Wilson out, and said he was a friend of 
yours.” 

“A friend of mine? Did he give his name?” 

66 No.” 

“ And yet you trusted him ?” 

(<4 Yes. PP) 

“How could you, Chick 2” 

Nick looked at his assistant, and shook his head. 

“T took my chances on his face, and I’ll bet I’ve made 
no mistake.” 

“T hope not.” 

Steps were heard outside. 

Presently a surgeon of the neighborhood, well known 
to Nick, entered. 

He was followed by a handsome boy of about fifteen or 
sixteen apparently. 

Nick glanced at the youngster and then laughed. 

“Your intuitions were correct, Chick,” he observed. 

“Of course they were.” 

“This boy is a friend of mine.” 

“What's his name?” 

“T am nota boy,” spoke up the individyal in question, 
with a rosy blush. “Mv name is Serena Lyman, and it 
was only for the purpose of assisting Mr. Carter that I 
have thus disguised myself.” 

“ The surgeon meanwhile had commenced an examination 
of Nick’s injuries. 

Serena left the room in Chick’s company, and did not 
return until the examination was over. 

The brave girl from her window in the hotel had seen 
Rowen go down Park Row with 2 man whom she cor- 
rectly supposed to be Nick in disguise, and fearing that 
the detective might tall into a trap she hastily donned | 
the male disguise which: had served her so well in Cali- 
fornia, and followed them. i 

“His wounds will lay him up for a week at least,” was 
the surgeon’s remark as she came in again with Chick. 

Nick groaned. 

“Tm afraid I’ll never find your father, Miss Lyman, 


9”) 


and Slippery Joe will catch his heiress and fly the coun- 
try. 
“No, he won’t, for he has got to catch me first.” 


CHAPTER VII. 


WAITING FOR THEIR PREY. 
After Nick had been removed to his home, and his 


“As you appear to know so much,” sneered Rowen, 
“perhaps you can inform me who it was that was thrown 
into the river that night? Whose body it was that was 
afterward picked up off Blackwell’s Island 2?” 

“T can’t inform you, because I don’t know. But the 
body wasn’t that of Dr. Lyman.” 

“J say it was,” asserted Rowen, with a fierce positive- 
ness that made Chick start and look at the villain curi- 
ously. 

The Californian’s eyes dropped under the scrutiny, and 
he muttered, faintly : 

“Well, if it wasn’t Dr. Lyman’s body whose was it ?” 

“JT have changed my mind about the matter,” said 
Chick, abruptly. 

“You have, eh?” 

“Yes, I now think Dr. Lyman is dead.” 

Rowen’s eyes glistened with savage satisfaction. 

But a moment later he was all of a tremble, and as pale 
as death. 

“T think he is dead,” repeated Chick, in a voice of thun- 
der, ‘and I think you murdered him.” 

“No, no—I——” 

- “You murdered him,” was the fierce accusation, “and 
that is why you are so positive about his death.” 

Rowen drew a deep breath of relief. | 

Chick knew nothing after all. 

It was with a composed countenance, therefore, that he 
thus replied to the detective’s denunciation : 

“You are taking too much for granted. If you had 
heard the story I told Mr. Carter——” 

“T have heard it,” said Chick, dryly, “and I believe it 
to be a pack of lies.” 

’ “JT will admit that it was not all truth.” 

“You are very obliging. Could you not go a step 
further and——” 

“No, I couldn’t,” interrupted Rowen, earnestly, “for 
what I said about the murder of Dr. Lyman by the Italian 
was true.” 

“It will be easy to prove whether the other and inci- 
dental statement you made is true or not.” 

“That in reference to the body picked up in the river?” 

Vest 

“T hope you can make the test.” 

“When the body was examined at the morgue,” pur- 
sued Chick, “there had been no report made of Dr, 
Lyman’s disappearance. Two Italians came and identified 
the body from the clothing, and some articles found in 
the pockets, as that of Deslarte. The features were un- 
recognizable.” 

“Well?” 

“T ghall have the body exhumed and another examina- 
tion made.” . 

Rowen nodded his head approvingly. 

“‘T will be satisfied with such an arrangement.” 

“Vou say so now, but if the body shall prove to be that 


wounds had been dressed, Chick went to the cellar whereof the doctor I am of opinion that you will be sorry you 
the Chinaman was still watching: over the defeated|ever told the story of his disappearance.” 


villain, Rowen, the Californian. 
“T suppose you’re another,” the caged man snarled, 


when Chick appeared before him. 


“What do you mean?” 
“T mean that you will te locked up for his murder.” 
“Bah! Even if I did kill him—admitting such an 


Bound hand and foot he lay upon a heap of old clothing absurd proposition for the sake of the argument—where 


in a corner of the cellar with blood-shot eyes and a terrible 
fear gnawing at his heart. 
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is your proof?” 


“The Italian will furnish it.” 
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“Deslarte ?” ‘Bother the fever. I’ll be in a worse fever if I’m kept 

i cn Geo ea cooped up here with my work nalf done.” 

7. Rowen trembled. The inspector did not leave the house until he had had 

A 5 “He’s in jail. We captured him this afternoon on South|a-private conversation with Chick. 

iq street.” “T’ll keep him in,” said Ycung Hercules, firmly, “if I 

: “He knows nothing,” the villain said, huskily. have to hold him down.” 

4 j “What he doesn’t know Slippery Joe can supply.” But that night Nick was ina high fever and delirious. 

Vi) An ashy pallor overspread Rowen’s face. It was ten days before he was able to commence out- 

4 He gasped for breath, and his eyes rolled wildly in| door operations again. 

4 their sockets. - Meanwhile Serena Lyman had not been idle. 


Suddenly his limbs became rigid, there came a sug-| Asablonde beauty from Arizona, supposed to be im- 
gestive contraction of the muscles of his face, and as|mensely wealthy, she had obtained entrance into the 
| Chick bent over him in consternation his wicked heart} quasi-fashionable set of which Slippery Joe, in the role of 


ceased to beat. : Ramon Holman, was a popular figure. - 
Death had come in a moment. : She played her part so well that when Nick got out 
Heart failure was the verdict of the coroner’s jury. after his illness she had promised. to become Slippery 


: Chick was greatly disappointed at Rowen’s sudden exit | Joe’s wife. 
i from the scenes of earth, for the villain, he firmly be-| About a week before the proposal of marriage was 
lieved, would have made a full confession, and com-/| made the post-office robberies began afresh. 
pletely lifted the vail of mystery which enshrouded Dr. The Thugs were fewer in number than before, but they 
Lyman’s disappearance if he could have been given a few | Seemed to be more daring and more ferocious. 
moments more of life. One man had been nearly beaten to death on Park Row 
However, there was the Italian, who might be able to because he had made some objection to being dragged 
tell all that Chick desired to know. along by the night-hawks who had him in tow. 
But would he talk? “ Joe is out of money,” said Nick to his assistant when 
“T]] goon find out,” muttered the resolute detective, he heard of the latest operations of the Thugs, “and we'll 
and he went to the Tombs under an order from Superin- le is sure, as long as Miss Lyman has got him on the 
eee pes ae Oe ea eens Nick could have arrested the rascal at any time, as he 
“ His body ? Ho tent dead ae bet i knew where to find him as Ramon Holman, but the de- 
“Ves, committed suicide See one ago.” tective’s plan was to catch Joe in the act of committing a 


Vexed and angry, Chick was about to leave the prison, crime, in order that conviction might become an easy 


P .| matter. 
when a sudden thought made him stop and ask another Miss Lyman was the magnet that kept Slippery Joe in 


e - 
a ‘Naelatlaae ‘Dutch’ Wilson? He’s not dead, I hope?” New York, otherwise he might have left in short order. 


ac — 


ee oe he's alive,” Now, the thought that this peerless beauty and heiress 
| a Pl See him. then!” would soon be his made him bold, and in order to obtain 
a “ Al] right.” : the wherewithal to maintain his position in society until a 
a Q he had made the Arizona girl his wife, he did his “ luck- 


i mi the cell where Wilson sat nurs- ; > : 
eee ean nt eee working” act at every possible opportunity. 


i ° ist ¢ e head. y 
ee vd ne ne ce rok but bh About two weeks after the capture of “ Dutch” Wilson 
The detective saw he was in a surly Humor, dub eC! and Deslarte a well-dressed and highly intoxicated indi- 


went to the point at once nevertheless. : vidual staggered down Park Row. 
“I suppose you know that Deslarte has given every-| ‘He time was two o’clock in the morning 
: ” f ri i 
thing away? The man’s coat was open, revealing a massive gold 


Not knowing, of course, that the detective meant that tae Hiern Wada Gaathanid: Gead: 
pe OO alae given away his life, Wilson gaspeé and) (s1os6 behind him came two men whose actions pro- 
1 A Mee P : d claimed them to be professional footpads. 
«“ ac ; you of having had a hand in the murder of ; : : a 
Ke gs San) pursued Giick quickly. They were Slippery Joe and Connors. 
Ei Seat Spann Rn aa ceamunoale i ob aanien. The drunken man turned into Broadway and passed 
th Saver? Joe ig Pree (sae PR naked tha snap a into a basement saloon near Fulton street, still followed 
EE NS as 2d Sad | se : ; by the birds of prey. 
: Did Joe kill the Aaa ee Spee Gay ae In the saloon the man whose “keg” was well filled with 
Wilson was about to answer, but change . whisky, informed all hands present that his name was 


aa dotective’s face. Henry Tanner, that he was the traveler for a Chicago 
sk Joe ) : dinar pe 

ee aaa And not another word in relation to the matter could A and that he was a guest at the Astor 

Nick NG es eaaieiee Sng es eta ule “Now you know who I am,” he exclaimed, in maudlin 

Chick left the tombs : self-satisafction, as he waved his hands about, “come up 


“Dr. Lyman is either alive or he isn’t,” he said to him- h et dte NS 
self, ei a puzzled brow. “The ‘Sink’ was raided by EL ig erg 
Gapiain Connor fien we tonk, Nick from South, stress] Sicpery Joe goon one side of Tanner, Consors on the 
Deslarte and Rowen are both dead, and Slippery Joe is at @ Woetre oranitercial le ourselves,” said Joe, in a 
ae Ripe only way to get at the truth of the matter is frank, easy manner, as he Senees. the man from Chicago . 
through Joe.” . ; 3 on the back, “and now take a drink with me.” 
: The ee went to Nick’s room he found Nothing loth Tanner drew the bottle toward him, and 

nspector steer Ae ete - _|poured out a full glass of the strong liquor. 

“You boys have Se ee eee Connors had his pinch of opium ready to drop into the 

spector, heartily, “and uf you keep glass, but the opportunity was not offered, for Tanner 


Post-Office Thug at large at the end of the eee would not allow his attention to be diverted from the 
“Gonnors and Slippery Joe are still at large, and they whisky. 
are terrors. Catch them, and the business of ‘luck-work-| a ¢ter drinking it he became extremely sociable, and 


ing’ will cease.” Deeg : e Ill set when he went out upon the sidewalk Connors and Slip- 
“T]] catch them,” said Nick, grimly, “and set | pery Joe each had him by an arm. 

about it to-morrow.”. ids h Down the street at a discreet distance Nick and Chick, 
“You mustn’t leave Bes room for a week,” said the in-|in g place of concealment, were “piping” the business 

spector, with friendly firmness. ; i f with satisfied minds. : 

ae Lam all right now, barring a little stiffness in the| hey believed that the time to strike was about to come. 

joints.” 

“But the fever——” 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
NICK CARTER FINISHES HIS WORK. 


Henry Tanner, of Chicago, in the company of the two 
notorious Post Office-Thugs, moved up Broadway into Park 
Row, where a second stop was made at a prominent 
ay saloon. 

After a few drinks Tanner became suspicious that. his 
companions were not what they had represented them- 
selves to be. 

Connors was telling him a very pretty story about an| 
adventure in the Palmer House, Chicago, in which a Bos- 
ton belle had figured, when the traveler for the jewelry 
house made the abrupt and insulting remark : 


“T think you are giving mea fill. I think you are one 
of those things.” 

“ What things?” demanded the Thug, coolly, though his 
hands were clinched, and he was inwardly in a rage. 

Tanner snapped his fingers. 

“ A sucker,” he replied. 

A row might have happened then and there, and the 
game for the night been spoiled, if the more politic Slip- 
pery Joe had not observed, in a pleasant, insinuating 
tone: 

“We are all suckers, my friend, and the world is a 
sponge. Now, in my business—I’m in the liquor way, you 
know—we aim to——” 

“ Cheese it,” was the sneering interruption, and Henry 
Tanner, having made up his mind that the pseudo-com- 
mercial travelers were off color, abruptly left them, and 
started for the Astor House. 

His course led him past the pillared entrance of the 
post-office. 

When he reached this spot the two Thugs, who were | 
close behind him, sprang forward, and hurled him to the 
sidewalk. 

Slippery Joe had jerked the victim’s watch from his 
pocket, and Connors was tugging at the diamond rings | 
which encircled Tanner’s nerveless fingers when Nick and 
Chick appeared. 

The great detective, who was in advance, grabbed Con- 
) nors by the collar—it was too dark for him to identify the 
erook—and dragged him roughly from his victim. 

Almost at the’same instant Slippery Joe wheeled and 
struck Nick a terrible blow in the face, and then started 
to run. 

Nick did not pursue him, for he saw that Chick was 
after him, but turned his whole attention to Connors, who 
had now risen to his feet with murder in his heart. 

The two clinched and rolled over and over on the side- 
walk, each one striving fiercely for the mastery. 

Connors was a perfect giant in strength and build, and 
Nick, who had not fully recovered from his sickness, 
found that the task he had imposed upon himself was far 
from an easy one. 

At last a heavy blow from Nick landed Connors on his 
back. 

The great detective now quickly whipped out a re- 
volver, and struck the muscular and vindictive Thug 
again and again on the head with the butt 

Connors yelled for mercy, and his cries drew Detective 
McCrory, of the Oak street station, to the scene. 

Together they dragged the thief up Park Row. He 
struggled violently, and once broke loose, but Nick soon 


The “Sink” was revisited in the faint hope that Slip- 
pery Joe might have fled thither. 

No one was there. 

With his mind filled with gloomy forebodings Nick, in 
his character of Percy Lorraine, the dude, called on Miss 
Lyman—or rather Miss Lyth, the Arizona heiress—in the 
afternoon at her new quarters at the Gilsey. 

She was delighted to see him, of course, but her fair 
brow clouded at the sight of his grave face. 

“What has happened ?” she solicitously asked. 

He told her. 

“ And now,” said he, “where is Ramon Holman, alias 
Slippery Joe? Has he called to-day, or do you expect 
him ?” 

“He will be here at half-past two, and it is now exactly 
two.” 

Nick’s brow cleared somewhat. 

“Tf he comes I will know what to do,” he remarked, 
grimly. 

Half past two came, and Slippery Joe did not put in an 
appearance. 

Something must have happened to him then as well as 
Chick. 

Nick staid about the Gilsey until four o’clock, and 
then went away. 

While walking down Canal street he saw a crook who 


rogues. 

He was no other than Kid McDonald, a Boston thug, 
who had lately transferred his base of operations to the 
Manhattan metropolis. 

Nick knew him as a side partner of “Dutch” Wilson. 

He was the only one of the Post-Office Thugs, except 
Slippery Joe, who was still at large. 

The great detective’s eyes glistened when they fell 
upon McDonald. ‘ 

He kept in sight of him until late at night, following 
him from one part of the city to another, and always in 
the hope of finding him at last a proper bait for the hook- 
ing of Slippery Joe. 

Nick’s dogged espionage was at last rewarded. 

On Center street, shortly after eleven o’clock, McDon- 
ald accosted a drunken stranger, and engaged in conver- 
sation about municipal politics. 

After a few minutes’ talk they went into a saloon, and 
McDonald tried to give his companion a “ knocker-out” in 
his drink. 

But the dose was too small to throw the victim off his 
pins, and the twain went out again, and walked to Canal 
street, and from thence to Elm. 

Suddenly there came a cry of “Police! Police! stop 
thief !” 

Nick Carter was close at hand, and easily stopped Mc- 
Donald as the latter was running into a door-way. 

He had robbed his victim of a watch, but would have 
thrown the incriminating article into the street, if Nick 
i had not caught his hand. 

At the sergeant’s office, McDonald, under the pressure 
of the great detective’s arguments, made a clean breast 
of his doings and those of his accomplices. 

“Where’s Slippery Joe?” asked Nick, with trembling 
eagerness. 

McDonald named a shady resort in Kast New York. 

Accompanied by two good men turnished by the ser- 
geant, Nick jumped into a cab, and was driven quickly to 


recaptured him. When he at last stood before the ser- 
geant’s desk his face and shoulders were covered with 
blood. 

Nick Carter had come out of the contest without a 
scratch. 

Doorman Smith got some bandages, and was about to 
tie up the ferocious prisoner’s head, when Connors gave 
him a kick that sent him sprawling to the floor. 

-“Tie him up,” advised Nick. 

The advice was taken, and securely bound hand and 
foot, Slippery Joe’s companion and lieutenant was taken 
to Police Headquarters. 

Nick. after a short talk with the officer in charge, went 
out to look for Chick and Slippery Joe. 

He could find no trace of either of them. 
Daylight came and he was still occupied in his search. 


the place. “ 
Tt was the basement of an old rookery, and there was 


nota light to be seen as Nick and the two policemen 
jumped to the sidewalk. 
' After trying all the doors—three in number—the front 
one was broken in and a search of the place was made. 

Tn a small room at the rear two men were found. 

One was Chick, and the other was Slippery Joe. 

Chick was suffering from a broken arm, and was 
chained to the wall. 

The leader of the Post-Office Thugs was in a worse con- 
dition physically than his detective-enemy. 


He had been shot in the breast, and lay on a rude couch © 


with glassy eyes and breathing heavily. 
After releasing Chick the great detective turned to 
Slippery Joe. 


occupied a prominent place in Inspector Steers’ gallery of . 
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him, but he’s still alive. If you want to shove him into 
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It took but a glance to show that he was dying. 

Chick’s story, quickly told, explained their situation. 

He had chased Joe to the place, and would have cap- 
tured him had he not been suddenly assaulted by Kid 
McDonald, who happened to be in the basement when the 
pursuer and the pursued arrived. 

But Chick did not succumb until he had fired the shot 
which laid the leader of the Post-Office Thugs low. 

Nick forced some brandy down the dying crook’s throat. 

Slippery Joe revived sufficiently to speak. 

“Dve played a losing game,” he said, huskily, as he 
looked up into Nick’s face. 

“You have,” was the solemn reply. 

“T wish I could make amends,” he murmured. 

“You can, to some extent. Tell where Dr. Lyman is.” 

* Don’t you believe he is dead ?” with one of his old, sly 
smiles. 

4¢ No,” 

**Well, he isn’t, then.” 

“Where is he now ?” 

“Up stairs.” 

“ A prisoner ?” 

33 Yes.” 


Nick looked at Chick meaningly. | 


The latter, accompanied by one of the policemen, left 
the room immediately. 

“That fellow Rowen tried to drown him, and thought 
he succeeded,” said the dying Thug, “but he didn’t. I 


. Saved the doctor.” 


“So you could bleed him afterward, I presume?” 

“Yes.” diet 

When Chick returned Slippery Joe was dead. | 

_* Dr. Lyman is up stairs,” was young Hercules’ report, 
“but he is too weak to walk. He hasn’t had anything to 
eat for two days.” 

In truth Dr. Lyman presented a pitiable spectacle. 

Wan, haggard, and with trembling limbs, he bore but 
slight resemblance.to the strong, active, alert personage 
who had entered New York but a little over a month be- 
fore. 
His story told the next day, after he had seen his 
daughter and had had the advantage of rest and refresh- 
ment, tallied with Rowen’s in some respects. 
.. It was Rowen and not the doctor who had been lured to 
the river by Slippery Joe. 

Dr. Lyman, who had been taking a night stroll] near the 
water, witnessed the struggle between Rowen and his 
assailants and came to his enemy’s help. 

He was stabbed by Deslarte, and thrown into the river, 

But the wound was slight, and being a good swimmer, 
he had got under the docks, and was clinging tenaciously 
to one of the piles, when the policeman’s boat shot out in 
search of him. 

_ Thinking the officers were river pirates he did not call 
out to inform them of his situation. 

After the boat had gone for good he managed to crawl 
up to a sort of landing, where he was afterward found by 
the Italian, who with Slippery Joe’s assistance dragged 
him into the “Sink,” which was close by. | 

Rowen was there, having convinced the thieves that he! 
was a criminal as well as themselves, and he it was who 
offered to kill his old enemy after Joe and Deglarte had 
robbed him of his money. 

This proposition was apparently agreed to, and in order 
to divert suspicion in case the body was found Joe sug- 
gested that the doctor and Deslarte change clothes. 

A few whispered words passed between Slippery Joe 


‘and the Italian, and then the latter led Dr. Lyman off to 


a den that opened out of the “Sink,” which had been oc- 
cupied by Deslarte’s brother. 

That brother was now a corpse, having died that day. 

- Here in the darkness the Italian placed his own coat on 
the corpse, and transferred some valueless articles from 
his own pocket to the pocket of the dead man. 

Bidding Dr. Lyman to remain in the den, under pain of 
death, until he came back, the Italian covered the face of 
the corpse with a bandana, and carried the body to the 
edge of the “Sink” overlooking the water, where Rowen 


“There,” said Deslarte, ‘‘the bloke has got a head on 
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‘third of March, he said he was very ill at the time and 


| Slippery Joe. 


, California no longer existed. 


i magnanimous, and forgive her. 


the water and let him wake up in sheol here’s your 
chance.” 

Without a word Rowen arose, grasped the body, which 
he supposed to be Dr. Lyman’s, and sent it plunging down 
into the cold waters of the river. 

After this Dr. Lyman was bound hand and foot, and one 
night, with a gag in his mouth to prevent an outery, was 
put into a covered carriage and transferred to the rookery 
in Kast New York. 

Slippery Joe believed he had more money, and vowed 
he would not release his prisoner until the doctor gave 
him an order on his daughter for a large sum. 

“T refused,” said Serena’s father, “for the reason that 
| the little I have left belongs to her, and I did not purpose 
_to become a party to any scheme to rob her of it.” 

Asked about the note written by him on the twenty- 


1 


weak in mind, and that he had given it to the Italian, not 


The latter, reasoned Nick, must have got the note from - 
Deslarte and kept it until the necessity for sending it to 


The doctor had little to say of Rowen. 

He was a scoundrel, and he was dead. Let him rest. 

Edgar Holman, who had not been informed of-his sweet- 
heart’s performance of the role of the heiress from Ari- 
izona, until she had resumed her natural character, was 
at first inclined to be angry because he had not been con- 
sulted, but after basking in the smiles of. the doctor’s 
pretty daughter for an hour or more, he concluded to be: 


“You might have objected, you know,” said she, 
archly, “and then there would have been a—a row, don’t 
you see.” 

He didn’t see, and he said so. But they are married 
now, and she has it all her own way, and he doesn’t ob- 
ject a particle. 

Chick’s broken arm mended rapidly, and he was soon 
ready for active work again. 

The Thugs who were arrested got long sentences, and 
now, thanks to Nick Carter and his brave assistant, the 
Post-Office Building is no longer a place to be shunned at 
night. 

[THE END. ] 


The Nick Carter Liprary has the largest circulation 
of any Library ever published. 


“QeIPPED FROM CusTopy; oR, NIcK CARTER’s DOUBLE 
Cuasz,” by the author of “ Nick/Cartsr,” will be published 
in the next number (94) of the Nick CARTER LIBRARY. 
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